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It is related of Carolan, the Irish 4/ard, that after his loss of sight, and 
the lapse of twenty years, he recognised his. fisst love by the touch of h«r hand 


WrittenCompos'd by SAMl.EL LOVER Esq. 
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Where the Minstrel sat alone, 

There that Lady fair hath gone, 
W r ithin his hand she plaod her own, 
The Bard dropt on his kneel 
From his lip soft blessings came, 

He kiss’d her hand with truest flame, 
In trembling tones he namd her name , 
Though her he could not see, 


But oh! the touch the Bard could tell, 
Of that dear hand rememberd well, 

Ah! by many a secret spell, 

Can True love trace his own 
For True love can neer forget 
Fondly as when they met, 

He lov’d his Lady yet, 

His darling one. 








































































































































































































































































































